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Potential Rejection 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's been a little while since | last uploaded, I've been working a lot more often and binge watching 


Metalacolypse. Let me know what you guys think and what can improve in the future! 


Per's POV 


| couldn't believe the balls Jørn had. My face still burning, | tried to shove the creeping thoughts out of my 
head. | hated to think that Jørn would imagine the sort of things | might do that he had felt the need to bring 
lube for me. Until we arrived in Florida, none of us had even known that we would be staying with another 
band. Did that mean that Jarn had anticipated me needing it for what | might do with someone else? | thought 
back to yesterday when Alex had assumed that Jørn and | were boyfriends. Did the Mayhem bassist really 
have feelings for me? | imagined Jarn and Jan needing such a thing and was hit with a sudden pang of 
unexplainable jealously. This was too much. | needed to take a walk or something to clear my head. | slipped on a 
t shirt from my bag and changed into a pair of black jeans before heading downstairs and out to the back 


yard. 
Alex's POV 


| opened the bedroom door slowly, expecting Pelle to still be asleep. It was a six hour timezone difference from 
here to Oslo from what | head overheard Jan saying. The bed was empty however, and my eye caught a pair 
of notes on my desk. One was addressed to Pelle and written in what | assumed to be either Norwegian or 
Swedish. The other was addressed to me and | read the short paragraph there. 


Alex, 


I'm going to the grocery store with Chris, Varg, and Øysein. Jack and Bob are recording with Scott, and Jørn 
and Jan went shopping to find something for Pelle. | think | heard them say that his birthday is coming up and 
they would have invited you but you know you suck at keeping secrets. Everyone's going to be back at 1:00. 


Jørn wanted me to ask you to take care of Pelle. He seemed pretty worried. 
-Paul 


| wondered again why the other bassist always seemed so worried about the little blonde. Would he really hurt 
himself that badly? Remembering all of the scars that | had seen yesterday, | guess | had to feel a bit 
concerned for him. | set the note down and went to open the window to let some air in. | looked out onto the 
roof and was surprised to find my temporary roommate sitting on the gently sloped tiles in a shadow from 
the tree in the back yard. | climbed through the double wide window and sat next to Pelle, making him start a 
bit. 


"Good morning." | said, trying to sound causal. 
He returned the greeting quietly and continued staring off into space. 
"Umm," | started awkwardly, "Do you want to tell me how you got up here? The window was still locked from 


the inside." 


The blonde smiled a bit and simply replied "There are trees all around where l'm from. You learn to climb 


pretty well." 


The skinny vocalist still had his hair tied up and | had trouble forcing the image of him sleeping next to me out 
of my head. He really was attractive for a guy. It was my turn to stare off into space, starting to get lost in 
my thoughts. Pelle stood and went back through the window, saying something about taking a shower. | snapped 
back to the present moment. It might have been my eyes playing a trick on me, but | swear the he was 
blushing hotly. | shook my head. No, | thought. It's just the sun. | laid back on the roof, shielding my eyes and 
watching the clouds pass by overhead. It must have been the sun that had made his pants look a bit tighter, 


too. 
Per's POV 


| stood in the shower, letting the cold water run over me, and tried to convince myself of what | was about to 


do. My heart was pounding and my stomach was full of butterflies. What would happen if Alex didn't want 
this? | took a steadying breath. Worst case scenario, | would be rejected and things would be awkward between 
us for the rest of Mayhem's stay here. That was the worst that could happen, right? | shoved my doubts out 
of my head as best as | could and turned off the water. | dried my body and hair as best as | could with the 
suffocating humidity and peeked out the bathroom door. A wall clock in the hallway read that it was 10:15. That 
gave me at least two and a half hours. | grabbed the small bottle | had retrieved from Jarn's bag and headed 
to my shared room in nothing but a tight pair of black boxers. 


| stood outside the door and took a few deep breaths, gathering up the courage for what | was about to do. | 
pushed open the bedroom door and stepped inside, closing and locking the door behind me then setting the small 
bottle of lube down on the desk. Alex looked up when he heard me enter, then quickly averted his gaze and 
tried to hide his surprise. 


"Umm, sorry. Did you forget your clothes?" he stammered, going to hand me my bag then stopping when he 


saw it wasn't where it should have been. 


| sat on the bed with Alex and grabbed his chin, turning his head and making him look at me. | silently hoped 
that | looked more seductive than nervous. | took a deep breath and lustfully whispered, "I'm not in here for 


my clothes, Alex. l'm in here for you." 


Introduction- The Record Deal 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first band story ever so if anyone has a critique or constructive criticism please share 3 
Sorry if any characters are 00C. 


| am but a poor little gay. | have only a perverted imagination and no money. Please don't sue me >.> 


Per's POV 


"Florida? Are you fucking kidding me?" 
Euronymous just sighed"! already told you, Per. Scott Burns is one of the best metal producers around. We're 
lucky we're getting an opportunity to record with him. No thanks to you, of course." 


| just glared at Øystein. OF course | knew how lucky we were, but it still seemed ridiculous for us to fly 1,514 
kilometers just to record a single album. | hardly even noticed Bystein's obnoxious comments towards me 
anymore. Jarn tried to stick up for me as usual. 

"Øystein if you're going to keep bitching about Pelle being vocalist why don't you just call Atilla like you keep 
saying you will?" The bassist continued speaking without giving him a chance to respond. "You know Pelle's great 
so stop giving him so much shit!" 


| couldn't listen to them fight any longer. | trudged up the stairs to my room and slammed the door. | know it 
was childish but | wouldn't be opposed to getting on Dystein's nerves more than | already was. What was he 
going to do, leave me here in Norway? | flopped down on the bed, letting out a frustrated groan into my pillow. 
| hated to think about it, but guess it wouldn't be that far beneath Bystein to actually leave me here. After 
all, he was going to be bringing Varg along and he could always try to use the excuse that we needed someone 
to stay behind and watch the house. Nothing really got to me, but | always found it irritating how the guitarist 
looked at Varg like he was the best thing to ever happen to black metal. Burzum wasn't even that great in the 
first place... 


| could still hear Jørn and Øystein bickering downstairs. | really wish Jørn wouldn't try so hard to fight for me. 
| wasn't worth the effort. | rolled onto my side and stood, grabbing my knife from the nightstand. | headed 
downstairs and to the front door, not bothering to so much as glance at Jan as he watched me go. When | 
reached the door and yanked it open, | was face to face with Varg, who had his fist raised as if he had been 
about to knock | made a small sound of disgust and shouldered my way past him. Great, | thought. Like | really 


needed another reason to go slice myself open 


Welcome to Florida 


Author's Notes: 
| feel like | did a sucky job at describing/ portraying characters in this chapter. Let me know what you guys 
think! 


Per's POV 


We were in Florida. Holy shit it was humid. | looked over at the other band members. | obviously wasn't the 
only one who was uncomfortable. | had packed lighter than everyone else, | had only a backpack with the 
necessities and my knife. Even so, | was struggling to breathe through the heavy air and my bag felt like it 
weighed twice what it really did. We were standing outside of Tampa International Airport, waiting for the cab 
that would take us all to meet Scott. It drove up a few minutes later and | piled into the far back seat with 
Jørn and Jan. It had always made me uncomfortable being so close to other people but it was only a few miles 
to our destination. | stared blankly out the window, thinking about how much | already missed the snow and 
trees. In their place were skyscrapers and traffic. | already knew this trip was going to be hell 


A few minutes later, we pulled up to a fairly large house. It was a little strange seeing a house. | had expected 
we'd be meeting Scott at the studio. Maybe we were meeting him at his home. Either way, we all grabbed our 
luggage and headed up to the house. Øystein knocked, looking a bit uncomfortable. A man in his late 30's 
answered the door and spoke briefly before leading us inside. | continued staring off to the side, lost in my 
thoughts. Jarn's voice brought me back to reality. He put his hand on my shoulder lightly and introduced me to 
Scott in English. | met the older man's eyes briefly and tried not to look as annoyed as | felt. | looked around 
the house, trying to listen to the conversation going on between Scott and the others. 


"I know we didn't talk much on the phone about where you guys would be staying." Scott was telling us. "But if 
it's alright with you all, you'll be staying here with another band that | produce." 

"What band?" Varg asked. | could hear how strong our accents must sound to Scott. | hadn't given it much 
thought but the language barrier might present a bit of a problem, especially if we were going to share a 
house with another band. None of us were terrible at speaking English, but it would get old after a while. 
"Cannibal Corpse." 


The name wasn't ringing any bells. Although, | hadn't really paid much attention to American metal before now. 


The door opened behind us and | turned to see a group of five men around our age coming in. Scott greeted 
them enthusiastically and began introducing everyone. | took a small step toward Jørn and tried to remember 
the names of the other musicians. Chris, Bob, Jack, Alex, Paul. | had forgotten them almost as soon as | heard 
them. We migrated towards the sitting room to decide who'd be staying with who. Varg and Øystein would be 
staying together, as would Chris and Paul, Bob and Jack, and Jørn and Jan. That left me sharing a room with 
Alex. | think he was the one with reddish blonde hair. | didn't have much of a say in where | was staying, but it 


was better than five of us sharing a hotel room, so I'd have to suffer in silence. | stayed close to Jørn as he 


lead me upstairs and made sure | got settled in Alex's room was the farthest down the hall. | followed the two 


other boys into the room and set my bag down in a corner. 


"Det kommer til & gå bra med deg . Jan og jeg er bare nede i gangen" Jørn said encouragingly. | gave him a 
tiny smile and he gave me a pat on the back before leaving the room. Alex closed the door and sat on the bed, 
looking almost as uncomfortable as | felt. "I'm Alex." he said awkwardly. "I'm not sure if you heard Scott when 
we were downstairs..." 

| looked at him briefly. "I'm Pelle." | stood there, shifting my weight back and forth and hugging myself. | looked 
over to the desk and saw a small stack of papers with some tabs written on them. It looked like they were for 
bass. "l'm a vocalist." 

‘I'm a bassist" he said. Then, following my gaze to the papers, added "Obviously." 


The redhead scooted over on the bed and patted the mattress next to him. | hesitated but sat next to him. It 
was still humid as hell, even inside the house. | removed my jacket and set it on top of my bag. Alex noticed 


the Bathory shirt | had on underneath. He was wearing a Death t shirt. 


"So, you guys are black metal, right?" 

| nodded. 

"And you're all Norwegian?" 

"Well, all of them except me." | looked at him briefly then past him at the wall. "lim from Sweden 

‘Ils it hard? Speaking Norwegian, | mean." 

"Not really. Though it does get a bit annoying that no one understands me." | laughed a bit. "Jørn tried to learn 
Swedish when | first joined Mayhem. | could have taught a tree just as easily." 


We both laughed. | could still barely breathe from the humidity and the heat. For fuck's sake it was January! | 
looked around and found a thermostat on the wall. The thermometer there read that it was 21° Celsius. As if 


reading my thoughts, Alex started removing his shirt. Luckily, Jan knocked on the door then and let himself in 


"Everyone's downstairs for dinner." He looked at me, smiling. "Come on, Pelle." 

| looked to Alex and stood, following the two down the hall and downstairs to the dining room. Jørn looked up 
and pulled out the chair next to him for me. Everyone either had a plate in front of them or were in the 
kitchen grabbing something to eat. Jorn pushed a plate with some bread towards me and nudged my leg with 
his. 


"Ata eller inte . Det ar upp till dig." he said to me quietly. 


"Din Svenska fortfarande behöver lite arbete." | teased him. Then, more seriously, "Tack." 


The bassist smiled and nudged my leg again. | picked the bread apart mindlessly, listening to the conversations 
going on around me. Øystein was talking to Bob and Jack about something to do with guitars. Varg was listening 
to them and chiming in every so often. Jarn and Jan were having similar conversations with Paul and Alex. 
Chris emerged from the kitchen with his plate stacked high and took the remaining seat next to me. Jørn 
pressed his leg against mine under the table and | started warming up to Chris. The rest of the evening passed 


like that, all of us socializing and learning from each other. 


Maybe Florida wouldn't be so bad after all. 
Translations: 


Det kommer.. 


Everything's going to be fine. Jan and | are just down the hall. (Norwegian) 


Ata eller.. 
Eat or don't. Its up to you. (Swedish) 


Din Svenska.. Tack. 
Your Swedish still needs some work. Thanks. (Swedish) 


First Day in Florida 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry, | know this chapter's really short and probably sucks but | want to try and upload as often as | can Tell 


me what you hate. 


Alex's POV 


| had morning wood. There was no way around it. Throughout the night Pelle and | had tossed and turned until | 
woke up spooning with him, my arm around his waist. Pelle was still fast asleep and | silently thanked whatever 
higher power kept him knocked out. He stirred in his sleep, rubbing against my lap. Okay. Fuck that higher 


power. 


| withdrew my arm and rolled over, sitting up on the edge of the bed. | hated to admit it, but Pelle was 
actually pretty hot. He looked so content in his sleep, his face showing no sign of the discomfort or anxiety he 
always seemed to feel around other people. | stood and walked to the bathroom, trying to get Pelle out of my 
head before | dealt with my current situation. 


Per's POV 


| was dreaming. | knew that as soon as | opened my eyes and saw Varg laying next to me. The other boy smiled 
and kissed me lightly, making me wish | could rip my heart out of my chest. Despite this, | let him hold me. 
Even in my dreams | knew that this would never happen. Øystein and Varg were together, and there was 


nothing | could do to change that. 


| rolled onto my side and felt Varg spooning me, grabbing my hips and rubbing against my ass. It felt great, 
almost too real to be just a dream. | floated for a while on the verge of consciousness, then finally woke. | 
opened my eyes slowly, letting them adjust to the small amount of light that filtered through the gap in the 
curtains. The small digital clock on the nightstand said that it was just past 9:30. | got out of bed and noticed a 


small note taped to the door. | went over and took the note, reading what was there. 
Pelle, 


Varg og Øystein gikk mat shopping med Chris og Paul; Jack og Bob spiller inn med Scott | dag; og Jan og jeg er 
ute og handler. Forsyn deg til kjøkkenet hvis du vil. Alle bar være tillbake rundt 01:00. 


-Jørn 


There was a small note in Swedish at the bottom. Jarn only ever wrote or spoke to me in Swedish when he 


didn't want anyone else to understand him. The note read: 

Glidmedel ar i min väska om ni behöver det . Var försiktig. 

My face went bright red. He'd had a good reason to write in Swedish. 

Translations: 

Varg og Øystein.. 

Varg and Øystein went food shopping with Chris and Paul; Jack and Bob record with Scott today; and Jan ard | 


are out shopping. Help yourself to the kitchen if you want. We all should be back around 1:00. (Norwegian) 


Glidmedel är.. 
Lubricant is in my bag if you need it. Be careful. (Swedish) 


Getting comfortable 


Author's Notes: 
As usual, | am a poor little gay. Please don't sue me. 


Per's POV 


Soon enough, it was night time. Everyone had finished eating and spread throughout the house, either 

occupying the showers or preparing for bed. | sat on the edge of Alex's bed, still feeling uncomfortable despite 
getting to know the death metal artists. | hadn't adjusted at all to the heat and had removed my shirt in what 
proved to be a futile attempt at cooling off. | had no idea how Alex and the others ever got used to practically 
inhaling water. The door opened and | turned around to see Alex standing there with nothing but a towel around 


his waist, his hair still damp from his shower. | stood up and turned away, blushing like an idiot. 


"I'm sorry. | thought you were downstairs." | stuttered, trying to contain my surprise. 
"No, don't be sorry." He replied, closing the door. "I thought you were with Chris." 


| stood facing the corner where my bag was, wanting to leave but not wanting to turn around and see that 
Alex had dropped his towel. This was going to make sharing a bed difficult. | may have only gotten a glimpse of 
the other man but it had been more than enough. 


Down, boy. 
"You can turn around now." Alex said, audibly embarrassed. 
| grabbed my jacket out of habit and turned to leave. "Actually, | think | need some fresh air." 


| pretty much ran out of the house and only stopped when | was four or five houses down the street. | sat on 
the curb with my head on my knees and tried to slow my breathing. To no one's surprise, Jarn found me a 
few minutes later. He sighed deeply before sitting on the curb with me and gently placing a hand on my back. | 
shrugged him off. 


"Pelle what happened? Did someone upset you?" 

| just groaned wordlessly in response. 

"Pelle, please. Tell me what happened." 

| turned away from the bassist and hesitated. Eventually | mumbled a half decent response. "Can | go a day 
without being a faggot?" 


Jørn let out a pained sigh. We had been through this ever since Varg had started coming over to see Øystein. 
It was bad enough that Varg had come with us to Florida. Now I'd have to go back and face Alex after what 


had just happened. 
"Why can't | just be a normal guy... 

Jørn hugged me around the shoulders. This time, | didn't shake him off 

"Pelle there's nothing wrong with being attracted to guys. It's just how you were born’ 


We sat together on the curb for some time. | had my head against Jørn's chest while he still had his arms 
wrapped around me. After what must have been half an hour, Jarn stood and pulled me to my feet. We walked 
back to the house together and up to Alex's room. The other man knocked and opened the door to find Alex 
sitting on the bed looking pretty upset. | held Jarn's hand behind his back He spoke to Alex briefly but | willed 
myself not to hear the words they were saying. 


When they were done speaking, Jarn squeezed my hand and kissed me on the forehead. My face went red again 
and | elbowed him in the stomach as a response. He just laughed and squeezed my hand again before leaving 
and closing the door behind him. | stood near the door, hanging my head. 


‘lm sorry." Alex said. "| didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. | understand if you want to switch rooms with 


Jan or someone." 


| didn't respond. | just now realized that | hadn't even grabbed my shirt before storming out. It was so hot 
that | hadn't noticed. | tossed my jacket back on top of my bag and sat down on the bed with Alex, still not 


meeting his eye. 


"Don't be sorry. It just took me by surprise and | overreacted. If anything | was afraid that | had made you 
uncomfortable." | confessed. Even though | had left for different reasons, what | said was true. "I'll stay if 


you'll have me." 
Alex sighed. "Pelle, if you want to share a room with your boyfriend that's fine." 


It felt like someone had thrown a bucket of ice water on me. "Boyfriend?" | managed to say, willing my lips to 


move. 


Seeing my reaction, the other man quickly backtracked. "Shit. 'm sorry. | guess | shouldn't have assumed that. 
Its just, you're so close to him compared to the others. And when he kissed you just now...” 


| burst out laughing. This sort of reaction from me was almost unheard of. "Please," | choked out. "Don't be 
sorry." | calmed down a bit and tried to compose myself. "Jørn's like an older brother to me, Alex. You've seen 
how protective he is. But | swear to you it's nothing romantic. Now as far as the kiss, | guess you could say 
that's a European thing." 


| finally looked to Alex. When | followed his gaze, he was looking at my arm. More specifically, he was looking at 


all of the cuts and scars there. When he saw me watching him, he quickly turned away and started apologizing 


again | set my hand on top of his, another unheard of act for me. 


Its okay for you to look. | know it's sort of surprising.” | told him. After all, it wasn't just my arm what was 
criss crossed with the little white lines of scars. They covered my shoulder, chest, stomach, hell they even 


covered most of my thighs, not that Alex could see. | looked over at the clock on the nightstand. It was 10:50. 


"Do you mind if | sleep?" | asked Alex. 
| was just thinking the same thing." He replied. 


| took and pair of sweatpants from my bag and changed into them while Alex flicked off the lights. | tied my 
hair away from my face and slipped into bed with Alex, back to back. 


Alex's POV 


| woke some time later. | looked to the clock It was close to midnight. Then, | heard the sound that had woken 
me. Øystein and Varg were sharing the room right next to mine. Through the walls | could hear the squeaking 
of the bed and their muffled moans. Pelle stirred next to me. Øystein and Varg got louder. Jørn or Jan must 


have been woken up too, as the sound of a black metal album started coming from their room. 


Pelle stirred again and mumbled sleepily. "För kärleken till Satan, de har ingen anstandighet . Fenriz skulle förlora 


det om han visste att detta ar hur hans musik används ." 


| was about to ask Pelle what that meant but his breathing was too slow and deep. | knew he had fallen back 


asleep. I'd have to ask him in the morning. 
Translations: 
For kärleken.. 


For the love of Satan, they have no decency. Fenriz would lose it if he found out this is how his music is used. 


(Swedish) 


Freezing Moon 


Author's Notes: 

First off, sorry this took so god awfully long to write and upload. Sammy boy's life has recently been a fun 
mix of getting a new job, applying for colleges, and getting my face smashed at a concert and dealing with a 
broken nose. As always, let me know what you guys think. General thoughts on the story so far and where 
you'd like it to go, any corrections on spelling or grammatical errors, and even any plots or kinks you'd like me 


to toy around with. Stay awesome, my fellow slashers. 


Alex's POV 
"Jesus, Pelle! What are you doing??" 


The little blonde held my face, forcing me not to avert my gaze. His hair was damp and his expression left me 
positively speechless. I'll be damned if the Swede didn't look like a fucking porn star, an amateur still nervous 
about making his first video. My brain had ceased to function the second the other man crawled onto the bed 
with me and it took an almost painful effort to try and compose my thoughts. 


"Do you want this, Alex?" 
There went my efforts. Hearing the way the other man barely whispered my name, | had to consciously force 
myself to breathe. How the hell did he expect me to respond? | opened my mouth but all that came out was a 


confused sounding whimper. Pelle laughed nervously and released my jaw, placing his hand on mine instead. 


"Alex." He started, sounding as if he almost wanted to hide under the bed or in the closet or likewise. "I'm not 


going to force anything on you. But | want you. And this might be our only chance to have some time alone." 


"Jesus Christ, Pelle.” | mumbled again, running a hand through my hair. "l.. | want you too. But | don't know 
about this..." 


Pelle looked me in the eyes again "Freezing Moon’ 

‘Umm... What?" 

The blonde smiled a bit, blushing, “It's a safe word If you want me to stop... 

He trailed off and | nodded hesitantly. | looked to the clock. It was 10:30, which meant that we had at least two 
hours until everyone would start getting back | took a deep breath and the other man gently pressed his lips 


against mine. He hesitated, and | kissed back. | had kissed plenty of girls before but this was different. Pelle 


wasn't exactly the most masculine guy | had ever met, but he was a guy nonetheless. | shivered softly when 


he trailed his tongue lightly over my bottom lip. 


Pelle used his knee to slowly push my legs apart and one of his hands moved to lay on the front of my pants. 
He just let it sit there, not wanting to go too fast. | placed a hand lightly on his waist then slid it down to his 
bony hip. Pelle had always looked thin, but after running my hand over his ribs and to his hip, | realized just 
how bad it really was. 


| let my eyes fall shut and tangled my other hand into the hair at the back of Pelle's neck. He opened his 
mouth slightly and | eased the tip of my tongue past his lips. The other boy did the same and our tongues 
danced together while | felt myself getting hard. | squeezed Pelle's hip a small bit and he read the signal that | 
was giving him. He began palming me through my pants and after a few minutes of this, | found myself 
involuntarily bucking my hips against the little blonde's hand. 


Starting to get worked up, | moved my hand from Pelle's hip to his ass and began grabbing him hungrily. | felt 
the button and then zipper of my jeans being undone but offered no protest. A moan was dragged out of my 
chest and | began biting and sucking Pelle's lower lip when he slipped his hand into the waistband of my boxers 
and brushed his fingers ever so slightly over the shaft of my cock. | was almost painfully hard inside my tight 
jeans and did myself the favor of breaking our kiss to slide them off. 


When | stood to remove my pants, Pelle dropped to his knees in front of me and smiled up at me with a look 
that should have been illegal. He licked his lips and gently tugged on my boxers, his face bright red despite the 


seductive little smirk that he was giving me. 


"Don't worry, Alex." He tried to reassure me. "It's the same as being with a girl. | just know the equipment a 


little better." 
| tried to laugh a little bit but | sounded as nervous and embarrassed as | felt. "| wouldn't know..." 
Pelle looked up at me questioningly. "What do you mean?" 


| hated to admit this to anyone, especially someone who was on their knees giving some pretty clear signals 


that they were about to suck me off. "Pelle... I'm a virgin" 


